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But the complicated irony of Nancy Quirm's expression, as
he caught it over the great hand of her "old conjurer" and his
wooden spoon, mitigated the unpleasantness of the scene.
"There's something in that woman's soul that's invincible,"
he thought, "something strong enough to defy^ this welter of
antiquarianism, this great imbecile's bullying, this plate of cold
mutton, this 'jorum' of stinking funguses, this disgusting sofa,
and all this horrible 'dabchick' talk! There is such a thing as
'the Irony of the Mothers' that can cope with all the Devils
of Hell! This fellow's tone is sickening. It's like the jolly
badinage of the Lemurs who buried Faust! The chap's face
would be as pale as his woman's, only his complexion's so dark.
He looks as if he never took any exercise. I believe he reads
nothing but these books—God! It makes me ashamed to be a
writer—'Scribble, scribble, scribble!'—And he reads 'em all
day and night, lolling on this awful sofa like a great sweltering
toad, like 'the fat weed that rots itself at ease on Lethe's wharf!
The chap has an unpleasant smell too. It's in those clothes of his.
I am sure he sleeps in them. No wonder his woman has a bad
heart!"
It must be confessed that Mr. Quirm's ancient and frayed
broadcloth trousers and his jersey that had once been blue and
now was an indescribable colour, were not calculated to evoke
pleasure in normal human senses; nor, as he knelt close to Dud,
with the steam of his bowl circling round his head, was his prox-
imity altogether free'from a sweetish-sickly odour that really did
Iiave a faint resemblance to the smell of a corpse.
But to our friend's surprise this repulsive concoction thus
indecently Administered—for never in his life had he heard
such a string of fondling endearments—had a magical effect
on the patient's condition. Dud began to think there must have
been some aphrodisiac drug in it, or at least some powerful
juice charged with alcoholic fermentation, for at the end the
woman not only swung her feet off the sofa and assumed a sitting-
posture, but actually snatched the bowl from her husband, and
tilting it up, drained it to the last drop.
Our friend had the kind of imagination that always seized
upon the grotesque and even monstrous aspects of things. If
he had not been of an extremely sturdy nature in other respects
this tendency might have made him a savage pessimist, but it
was a tendency well under control He now observed, with a

